WHITHER?

SAW a flock of singing birds
Desert their new-made mating bowers
And rush forth suddenly from the grove of trees.

i

The tearing whistling North-wind
Whizzed through the ominous stillness
Driving the warblers to an unknown haven.

They flashed like a streak of lightning

Fluttered their silver wings like an oread's laughter

Away on the blue horizon.

They sped with a swiftness fleeter than Creation

gave them
Because their spirits were kindled with the heaven's

fire
But I know not where they live or lief
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